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The Mighty Fighting Men of Old 


Who took pleasure in running others through 
with their swords for a lady's favor, or for some 
trivial difference of opinion, who were ready for a 
fight or a frolic at any old time, are portrayed by 
Alexander Dumas as by no other author. 


Dumas had a master mind, he could think inter- 
esting thoughts and he had the ability to write them 
in an entertaining way. 


Read 
The Three Guardsmen 
Twenty Years After 
Count of Monte Cristo 
Edmund Dantes 
The Memoirs of a Physician 


If you have not read all of these books, you 
owe it to yourself to get the set and read them at 
once. If you have read copies belonging to some- 
one else, you know how much this set is worth— 
and here is your opporutunity to get the set at an 
especially attractive price. 

The supply is small and the first orders get the 
preference. If we are not able to fill your order, 
we will return your money at once, but if you send 
today we can send the set immediately. 


These books are substantially bound in light blue 
cloth, stamped in gold. They are printed in good 
clear, readable type, on good book paper and after 
these are sold you will not have another chance 
to get a set for anything near this price. 


Sent postpaid on receipt of $1.50. 
You can’t duplicate this offer for less than 
$3.50 and we are making this special 

price to our readers only. 
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IS THE FOURTH OF JULY? 

Watch for next week’s issue of JUDGE. 

Independence Number, dated June 28th. 
Patriotic from beginning to end. Front cover 
by James Montgomery Flagg, entitled “Liberty.” 
You'll like it. Get a copy. 




















In answering advertisements please mention JUDGE. It will be appreciated. 
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“HANDS ACROSS THE SEA” 
Delighted throngs now crowd great ships 
On touring pleasures bent, 
With happy visions of their trips 
To France or Orient; 





Or England, Holland, Italy, 
And many another land, 

Where one thing every one may see: 
The glad and open hand. 











The Practice of Humor 


UDGE confesses an admiration which 

need not be dissembled for one detail 
of the rejuvena- 
tion of the ven- 
erable New York 
Tribune, which 
on its editorial 
page daily car- 
ries a column of 
' humor. The 
\ Tribune has a 
writer who reg- 
ularly propounds 
facetious and 
sportive prob- 
lems in terms 
whichJuDGE and 
the Tribune’s 
regular readers 
may readily ad- 
just to the jocu- 
lar side of their 
intellectuals, 
though he may 
be caviare to 
the multitude. 

This Tribune writer of pleasing things 
finds fault with one of many popular 
writers for Jupce for detailing an effort 
to rid the circumambient air of the ca- 
cophony of cat3 at night by throwing boots 
and other useful articles in the direction 
of their discord, on the ground that this 
exercise was rendered obsolete for humor- 
ous purposes by the departure years ago 
of the bootjack. 

This brings one to consider many things 
as to humor. All persons do not make 
sport in the terms of philosophy, nor do 
all love the taste of fun after refining has 
removed its salt. And although it isa 
pleasure to mix mentally with a select 
humorous circle whose members cope with 
one another in subtle jocularity, there are 
many jests long in stock that will bring 
the laugh to generations yet unborn, 
while others that may not survive the 
ages, when brought out, mended and dusted 








even in these intellectual days make for 
mirth. The joke about a man who pounds 
his finger while putting down a carpet 
probably descended from an unrecorded 
experience of Adam while trying to crack 
a hickory nut with a stone, and no one 
can foretell what new mechanism it may 
involve. In short, the ancient springs of 
humor will never run dry, although filters 
may change their aspect and taste. 

The profounder humorists occasion- 
ally relax from the strain of habitual 
subtlety and grope among ancient re- 
mains for material. And even the humor- 
ist of the Tribune the other day went to 
Jonah and the whale for a wheeze. One 
could not imagine that he would throw 
boots or other articles of vulgar use at 
cats upon a provocation that has marched 
with human history as long as cats have 
been considered domestic. Yet the hu- 
morist of the Tribune is human as well as 
mighty entertaining, and if agitated at 
night by cats he would probably be origi- 
nal enough to cast in their direction a jew- 
eled Sevres vawze, a bit of Byzantine 
cloisonne and other articles of vertu that 
cats would appreciate. 


Brief Decisions 


THE pitcher who goes oft to the mound 
is batted out of the box at last. 


A silent husband sets the wife thinking. 


Truth may at last prevail, but some- 
times it is eclipsed by misrepresentation. 


The applause that accompanies the 
spendthrift never has a cash value. 


Look out for the man who whispers 
something about Smith, hints about Jones, 
and raises his eyebrows when you mention 
Brown. 


The confirmed bachelor is as susceptible 
as another man. The trouble is that he 
puts too much study into marriage and 
its results. 





Theater IIIs 


"THEATRICAL managers the country 
over, like the sailor’s parrot, are 

wondering as to what 

will happen next. 

The so-called ‘‘reg- 
ular’’ theaters have 
gone through perhaps 
the worst season in 
the history of the 
drama in this coun- 
try, and yet there is 
no promise that the 
next season will be 
any better for them. 

Whistling to keep 
their courage up, managers seem to pay 
no attention to the causes for poor busi- 
ness in the regular houses, and trust to 
luck or something that may happen in the 
future for a resumption of good fortune. 
They hope that they may get on Easy 
Street again without any particular effort 
on their own part to win back a public that 
shows little or nothing of the traditional 
love for the theater that for generations 
made the drama a great institution. 

A great factor in the decline of the 
regular theater is the motion pictures. 
This marvelous invention has developed 
on its artistic side until in its better 
examples it rivals the theater from every 
viewpoint. And a discriminating public 
which in thousands of places may witness 
educational and amusing pictures for a 
small fee is not to be fooled into pay- 
ing exorbitant prices, plus the ticket spec- 
ulator’s rake-off, to see some degenerate 
play of the underworld or some ‘‘show”’ 
in which undressed women are the main 
attraction. 

The dignified and wholesome drama has 
been practically ignored by present-day 
managers, whose conception of public 
taste would disgrace the public if it 
should be proven to be correct, and who 
foolishly continue to charge prohibitive 
prices for ‘‘shows’’ which in a measure 
account for the theater’s poor estate. 































The man from the East in the West. 


A One-man 


WHEN Lemuel Pembrook, justice of the peace of Pleasant 
Valley, invited his friend from the big city to come up 


for over Sunday and try his private 
trout preserve, he had no designing 
problem up his sleeve. This gentle 
old man, who had dispensed justice 
for, lo! these thirty years, was not a 
man of wiles, questionable or nefari- 
ous leanings—only at odd or intermit- 
tent periods. 

He was possessed of one weakness, 
hobby or cal! it what you may—base- 
ball. Forty years ago he captained 
the North Siders against the South 
Siders of Pleasant Valley. Won out, 
too, thereby covering himself with 
glory and embrocating liniment for a 
week after. Thus was he smitten as 
well as bitten by the lure of the game. 
He had never forgotten the occasion, 
though he had never allowed himself to 
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A TOUCH OF REAL LIFF 


Game in 


By HORACE SEYMOUR KELLER 
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FOR THE JUNGLE LEAGUE 
Baseball enthusiast—Wouldn't he make a great pitcher ? 
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The man from the West in the East 


Valley 


participate personally in any bal] game since that winning event. 
**Once was enough—just once and no more. 


Cindy said I 
went like a foundered horse for a week. 
I did; I felt like one. But the North 
Siders won out, and the South Siders, 
captained by Eli Pivens, had to settle 
for the ice cream and strawberries. 
Eli never got over that crack. He’s 
been my natural enemy ever since; has 
been trying for thirty years to get 
elected justice of the peace of Pleas- 
ant Valley. I beat him every time. 
That’s glory enough for any old base- 
ball fan.’’ 

The good old steadies in Perkins’s 
cheap-cash-and-barter store shifted 
uneasily on the nail kegs, cluttered 
their kip-skins, hemmed and hawed, 
and gazed in open-eyed and wide- 
mouthed astonishment. And well they 
might. The tall, lank form of Eli 











Pivens lifted its telescopic elongation from the rear 
of piled-up boxes of dried herrings and sauntered into 
the spotlight of the swinging oil 
lamp. He poked his bunch of spin- 
ach out, shook his finger at the other, 
and said, in a voice that trembled 
with fury, 

**It may be amusin’ for you, Lem 
Pembrook, to throw that forty-year- 
old game in my face ev’ry chance 
you git. But it won’t be so amusin’ 
when you run for jestice o’ the . 

I’m ag’in you, have be’n for thirty 


’” 





peace next time. 
years, and will be for thirty more. 

“Eli Pivens, as sure as I live! Eli, don’t you go 
and get all heated up! Don’t harbor any hard feel- 
ings because my nine of North Siders beat your South 
Siders hands down. Listen, Eli. Just so sure as 
you run against me, just so sure will I do you up. 
See? Same as I did when I pitched my side to glory 
and made you fan out’’—— 

*‘Dern my skin! Lem Pembrook, you sent overa 
kerwholloper that hit me in the middle and took my 
breath ’way. It knocked me out the game. Only for 
that I’d ha’ smashed the kiver off the ball and won 
the game. Iwas putout by that kerwholloper. See? 
Howsomever, the Bingville bunch will plaster it 
over your Pleasant Valley crowd next Sunday’’—— 

**Wh-at? On Sunday? Play ball on Sunday in 
Pleasant Valley? I never heard of such a thing! 
Why, the good people won’t stand for it’’—- 

*‘No; they’ll sit down in the grass and take it that way. 
My nephey, Joe Joslumb, he pitches for the Bingvillyuns next 
Sunday. He’ll wipe up the ground with the hum bunch. You 
hear me?’’ 





HO! HUM! THAT’S THE WAY WITH WOMEN 


I. 

Voice from adjoining 
room — William, I am 
sure there is a mouse in 
the trap over in that 
corner. 

William—Oh, why do 
women persist in setting 
traps at night to disturb 
one's rest ! 





Il 
William — What cor- 
ner,I pray ? You wom- 
en always say that cor 
ner, but who on earth 
ever knows what you ‘re 
driving at —— 


Ill 
—— Ouch! here it is! 
Now why couldn't you 
just as well have said 





the corner nearest me? 




































ASTRONOMICAL CHART MADE BY A BASEBALL “ FAN” 


‘*You astonish me! Play ball on Sunday—and here? It’s 
ag’in the law.”’ 

‘You can’t stop the game, if you have be’n jestice o’ the 
peace for thirty years.’’ 

‘Eli, I’ll not try to stop the game. Far be it from me to 
stand in the way of the gentle sport of baseball—even on Sun- 
day. Icould if I wanted to—for I am the limb of the law in 
these parts. In fact, lam the law. See? I’ll be on hand to - 
see that no disturbances take place next Sunday. Yes, you bet 
that I’ll be there! I don’t think that Bingville bunch will 
carry off the honors—not much! Good-night, Eli.’’ 

The old village justice of the peace went home, chuckling. 

And that was the reason why the gentle old justice of the 
peace of Pleasant Valley dropped a line to his friend in the big 
city to come up for over Sunday. 

He came. Dutch? Very! 

Aye! From the peak of his cap to his toes he was Dutch. 
He could scarcely understand English—and when he tried to 
talk it, his eyes bulged out, his tongue got all balled up, and 
his face twitched terribly. 

But he landed some fine speckled beauties when he engaged 
Lemuel Pembrook’s private trout preserve. He might be 
Dutch, all right, but he was a veritable Jsaac Walton when it 
came-to jollying the fish from underneath the lilies, the shelv- 
ing banks, the foaming pools and the rippling rivulets. He 
was a fisher from away back. Pembrook clapped him upon his 
broad back and said, 

**Good joke! If you can get them out like that, you are an 
artist after my own sort. Bully boy!”’ 

‘‘Ach! I fish carps in der old country. Yes, I am fisher.” 
And the ungainly city chap smiled at the old justice. 

Dinner over, the strange-looking pair sauntered down to the 
close-cropped green, where the cohorts of the national game 
were already gathering. A few here and there were against 
Sunday baseball—but they were in the minority. However, as 














the minority has rights of its own, it put 
up a kick and placed the case plainly be- 
fore Pembrook, telling him thus and so 
why no game should be played. After 
hearing both sides, the old fan said 
calmly, 

‘‘Law is law, and baseball is base- 
ball. As a lawful and abiding citizen, 
who pays his just taxes and votes accord- 
ing to his conscience, I might stop this 
game—but I can’t, provided I took into 
consideration my love for the game. 
See? But, as the shortstop for the Pleas- 
ant Valley club has been arrested for fish- 
ing on Sunday and is now in the cooler of 
the Baptist church cellar, what you going 
to do about it? He was nipped with the 
goods on him. Twenty-four as fine trout 
as you ever saw!”’ 

‘*Wh-at? Slocum pinched?’’ 

‘‘Sorry to say, you, captain of the 
Pleasant Valley club, he is not only 
pinched, but he is cinched. In the cooler 
for over Sunday. You can’t play base- 
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SUSPICION 

Mrs. Neurich-—1'll 

bet them suffrygettes 
did that, Ed! 
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DURING GRACE 
City boy—Swipe some cookies, Bill, while he 's got his eyes shut. 


ball without a shortstop. That settles it. Friends, you might 
as well go back to your peaceful homes and spend the day in 
calm, serene, quiet contemplation. No shortstop, no game. 
Come, Mr. Vagner, we will go back to the shade of my porch 
and forget it all’’—— 

“*Vas is-s?’’ 

‘‘Shortstop in cooler. No one take his place. Game off. 
You understand?”’ 

‘“‘Ach! Yaw? I drop. See? I blay sefen-upp. I make 
pig game by den bins—yes. Vonold cat, doo, I blay it,’’ strug- 
gled the big fellow from the city. And it was a struggle for 
him as he split the English, glaring about from face to face as 
he did the deed. 

‘*Ever play baseball, Dutchy?’’ anxiously inquired the cap- 
tain of the Pleasant Valley club. 

**Vonce,’’ responded the ungainly chap. 

‘‘Very well. We can’t disappoint the folks. You go in and 
do the best you know how, and let it go at that.’’ 

**But I object’’—— 

‘‘Objection out of order, Eli Pivens. Stand back or I’ll fine 
you one hundred dollars for obstructing the highway. Let the 
game go on.’’ And the mighty limb of the law went back, 
curled up under the shade of a tree, and began to whoop things 
up just the same as he did forty years ago. 

Mr. Vagner was the whole thing evidently from the start 
off. He played ball like a load of hay, but seemed to grab 
everything that came his way. Also he hit them out for four 
home runs with bases filled. In the end up the Pleasant Valley 


club toted out forty tallies, while the Bingvillians only cut four 


measly nicks in their shingle. 

Hans Wagner took an early train for Pittsburgh, loaded 
down with trout. Pembrook chuckled again as he lighted his 
Sunday pipe. 

Uncivil Service 
«¢SOME men never know how to let well enough alone.”’ 
**How so?’’ 

‘‘Blundern, the new department head, decided to require 
a competitive examination for every single job under him, and, 
bless me! if his wife didn’t win the position of private secre- 
tary to him.’’ 

















Commercial Shortcake 


HE SHORTCAKE that is such a fake 
We see again displayed— 
The kind that mother did not make, 
And grandma never made. 
The kind unknown to boyhood’s dream, 
Whose praise no bard ere sang, 
With gelatine-bestiffened cream 
And white-of-egg meringue. 
Across its top six berries red, 
Placed neatly in a row, 
Are resting calmly on a bed 
Of sponge cake, dry, below. 
It surely is a work of art, 
This dish of sweetened foam, 
But never will the traveler's heart 
Cry out, ‘‘That’s just like home!’’ 


—Grace McKinstry 


An Impenetrable Mystery 


eeQ NE mystery that I am 
unable to fathom,’’ 
ruminatingly remarked Stanley 
Livingston Mutshaw, the ama- 
teur philosopher, ‘‘is why a 
man with flinty eyes, a dyed 
mustache and an apocryphal dia- 
mond on the bosom of his fire- 
alarm shirt invariably addresses 
me as ‘Friend,’ or a person suf- 
ficiently ill-favored for his face 
to drive an ant-eater off from 
its nest in the middle of a cold 
night persists in saluting me as 
‘Brother,’ and a red-nosed, mal- 
odorous wretch will go 





out of his wabbling way 
to hail me as ‘Pal,’ when 
clean, honorable busi- 
ness men, of the sort 
from whom anybody 
might be proud to bor- 
row fifty dollars, claim no special 














aA PeTemeen 








SUB-DUDE 


A. D. 1925 


‘‘Why did she withdraw after receiv- 
ing the nomination?’’ 

**They told her, if elected, she would 
become a member of the Common Coun- 
cil, and you know how particular she is.’’ 


Warning 


**Strange, the murder of that Cubist 
artist!’’ 


**Yes. - What was the cause of it?’’ 


‘*He painted the portrait of an intel- 
lectual person and made him look like a 
blockhead,”’ 








intimacy with me, but content 
themselves with addressing me as 
‘Mr. Mutshaw.’ What is the mat- 
ter with me, anyhow?’’ 


Reverie of a Bachelor 


One sweetly solemn thought 
1 bless, with soul serene. 

I’m safe from leap-year accidents 
Until Nineteen Sixteen! 


Egg View Note 


Ambrose Crosslots says: ‘‘Ifa 
feller could back up a statement 
as easy as he could a balky horse, 
folks would b’lieve more stuff.’’ 


One Thing Lacking 


**Can you tell me how to secure 

a husband, Mrs. Worldlywise?’’ 
‘*Why, you’ve got a husband, my dear!’’ 
**True; but I haven’t got him secured.’’ 


Youthful Philosophy 


Five-year-old—Ma says ‘‘a place for 
everything and every- 
thing in its place,’’ but 
she keeps her hair on 
the bureau! 





A man who frequent- 
ly falls off the water- 














POOR OLD FATHER 


Geraldine—Mother, I think I'll slip on my rain coat and 
run over to the postoffice for the mail. 

Mother—Why, my dear, it isn’t fit for a dog to be out. 
Let your father go. 


L’Envoi of the Cubists 


HEN the last Impression is posted 
and the tubes are twisted and 
pinched, 
When the youngest Cubist is throttled and 
the oldest Futurist lynched, 
We shall rest, and, gee! we shall need it 
—come off for a minute or two, 
Till the masters of all this rubbish shall 
set us agog anew. 


Then those that were Cubists shall worry; 
they shall sit on a picket fence 

And paint with a vacuum cleaner on the 
sides of canvas tents. 

They shall have real models to draw from 
—a nude in a crazy quilt, 

Or a maudlin, rhomboid Scotchman, de- 
scending the stairs in his kilt. 


And only Picasso shall praise them, and 
only Matisse shall blame; 

And no one shall care for censure, and no 
one shall care for shame. 

But each in his own straitjacket and each 
in his separate cell 

Shall slather the paint as he sees it, for 
the glory of Art that won’t jell. 


—Carelyn Wells. 








wagon is apt to get 
soused. 





THE SLITS THAT MADE LEG-WALKEE FAMOUS 
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THE CHRISTIAN MARTYR 


The 


««MY DEAR,”’ said Mr. Youngby, put- 

ting aside his pipe and motioning 
her to come and sit on his lap, ‘‘I have 
been converted. I am ready at last to 
have you stand beside me, my equal—no 
more, no less.’’ 

“‘Oh, John, I’m so glad!’’ She wound 
her arm around his neck and laid her soft 
cheek against his. ‘‘I knew you would 
see the light some day.’’ 

‘‘The first time I saw you,’’ he mused 
reminiscently, ‘‘I wondered if you could 
be mortal! Your radiant beauty, sweet- 
ness and purity seemed almost divine.’’ 

Her warm, red lips covered his mouth 
for an instant. 

**When you promised to marry me,’’ he 
said softly, ‘‘I felt that, with you to in- 
spire me, I should be acleaner, stronger, 
more efficient man. And I have been.”’ 

A tender squeeze indicated that she 
was listening raptly. 

‘*Even marriage seemed not to bring 
you down to my level. To this day I 
have continued to look up to you as a 
finer, sweeter, higher being than myself. 
Silly, wasn’t it?’’ he said dryly. 

Mrs. Youngby sat up precipitately. 


Good 


If they had played baseball in Nero's day. 


Old 


By TERRELL LOVE HOLLIDAY 

*“‘After we were married, I worked 
overtime that you might keep a maid 
and hire your sewing. I couldn’t bear 
to have these’’—he took her white, dim- 
pled hand and touched its pink satin 
palm—‘‘become calloused and grimed by 
housework. And it wasn’t fair to you,’’ 
he said self-accusingly. 

**Wh-what do you mean?”’ she asked. 

**All the time,’’ he replied, ‘‘you were 
just a faulty human being and wanted to 
be treated as such. Well, strong and 
capable, you wished to help earn the liv- 
ing, or, at least, to contribute in house- 
hold duties your half toward the copart- 
nership which we had formed.’”’ 

Mrs. Youngby gasped, but said nothing. 

‘‘I have consistently acted as if you 
were too weak and silly to be a real help- 
mate to me, or even to take care of your- 
self. When we went out together, I 
knelt at your feet and put your rubbers 
on. I carried the umbrella or sunshade 
over you. I helped you across the slick 
places and carried you over the muddy 
ones. If there was only one vacant seat 
in the car, J hung toa strap every time, 
not half the time. Oh, I can see now 


Ways 


that I was constantly humiliating, sham- 
ing you.’’ 

Her paralyzed tongue still refused to 
work. 

‘‘During the panic, when every day for 
weeks I expected to lose my position, I 
selfishly refused to let you share my sleep- 
less nights and anxious days, as it was 
your right and privilege to do.”’ 

**‘Why —John’’—she quavered, then 
choked and stopped. 

**Don’t cry,’’ said Youngby, but with- 
out a trace of the usual tenderness in his 
tones. ‘‘That is all past now. I’ll quit 
petting, coddling and making a weakling 
of you. Hereafter we’ll just be chums, 
equal in every way. You may knock 
about for yourself and be as sturdy and 
independent as you please. If you prefer 
to keep the maid and work downtown, I’ll 
help you get a position, and’’—— 

‘*Oh, John,’’ she sobbed, burying her 
face in his waistcoat, ‘‘I don’t want to 
be your equal!’’ She hugged him con- 
vulsively. ‘‘I want to be your sweet- 
heart, your angel! Put me back upon 
my pedestal, and I'll stay there forever 
and ever!”’ 

































Some Examples of Carelessness 


DROPPING an acquaintance. 
Cracking a joke. 

Breaking the current of one’s 
thoughts. 

Treading on other people’s toes. 

Tripping upstairs. 

Tearing along. 

Letting fall a hint. 

Allowing a secret to escape. 

Letting a suggestion slip out. 

Losing a chance. 

Failing to catch a sentence, 

Missing the point. 

Falling over ourselves. 

Stumbling over an apology. 

Running against a stone wall. 

Kicking up a dust. 


Slopping over. . : 
A Marine View “How did he raise the wind?” 


Making a blot on the record. 


Forgetting old friends. APPROPRIATE colors for an artist to use in **Well, he had a fine air to start 
Getting caught in the tide of adversity. painting a storm at sea would be for the with, so he just blustered a bit and 
—Gee. B. Morewood. waves rose and the winds blew. blew about his prospects.’’ 


An Open Letter 


Guyascutus Lodge, Maine, June 12th, 1918. 


My dear Mr. Editor—In a recent issue of JupGe I find 


this admirable little sketch, by Mr. Petersen: 


HUBBY’S MERRY-GO-ROUND 


Admirably drawn; but, in the interests of truth, is not the 
accompanying diagram a leetle bit closer to the facts of life 
as we are trying to live it in these extravagant days? 

It occurs to me that, in the unlikely event of your publish- 
ing this Ietter, some of your readers will quietly scoff and say, 
**Oh, that’s merely the rave of some woman who finds that the 
cap fits!’’ To meet this criticism, I inclose herewith an affi- 
davit, duly sworn to before a notary public, that I am, and 
have been since my twenty-first birthday, a man and a hubby. 

Very truly yours, 
Wilkins Micawber McGillicuddy. 

















HER FUTURE 
Fond father—I wonder if she'll be president some day? g fly every time.”’ 








Open Season for Cupid 


THE summer girl is planning now 
Her subtle summer arts, 
And Cupid’s working overtime 
At sharpening his darts. 


And by and by, at each resort, 
According to her plan, 

There’|l be a Johnnie slain each day, 
Mistaken for a man. 


Practice 


**How did you develop such a won- 
derful batting eye?’’ asked the major- 
league magnate admiringly. 

“‘Acting as health commissioner of 
Piwattomie, Kan.,’’ replied the recruit 
modestly. ‘‘I got so that I could swat 
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MR. MCGILLICUDDY’S DIAGRAM 


[AFFIDAVIT] 
Binks County, State of Maine. 
Wilkins Micawber McGillicuddy, a resident and taxpayer of 
Binks County, personally known to me, solemnly swears that, 
to the best of his knowledge and belief, he is a male human 
being, and has been so since birth; and deponent further swears 
that, since the thirteenth day of November, 1901, he has been 
what is unpopularly known in some quarters as a husband, hav- 
ing upon that date entered into the holy bonds of padlock with 
Marietta Maginnis Hopkins, of Slathersville, Pennsylvania, to 
all of which I, the undersigned notary public in said Binks 
County, State of Maine, do add my own sworn testimony as to 
the truth of the deposition as above of the said Wilkins 


















Micawber McGillicuddy. (Signed) 
Witness my hand and seal this Hiram Johnson Pikestaff, 
twelfth day of June, 1913. Notary Public. 





My commission expires February 30th, 1941. [SEAL] 






































For the 


ec YOU KNOW what I want, Jenks?’’ 
**Yes, sir 
**T’ve bet a tidy sum on her to show. 


That’s the best she 
must do. Understand?’’ 

**IT guess I know my biz, boss, after our talk last night.’’ 

‘*Yes. You know your business. It’s riding horses. Rid- 
ing to order. You know the game. That other matter you 
broached is impossible. You ought to see it. Understand?’’ 

‘*You put it strong enough last night to put a dummy wise, 
sir. I’m nv dummy.”’ 

‘Good! You’ll go a long way on horses, my boy. I don’t 
want any partnership in this business. Your crazy idea would 
amount to a partnership. You can ride yourself into ownership 
of a stable in time. Be satisfied.’’ 

‘*But I can’t ride long if I follow your orders.’’ 

**You are entered to ride in this race and you’ll follow my 
orders, or I’Il’’—— 

‘Oh, I know my biz, boss.’’ 

‘*What’s the matter, pop?’’ 

John Bamford, owner of the b. m. Olga, entered for the 
Consolation Cup, a five-furlong race for horses that had not yet 
won at this meeting, with Jenks as jockey, turned to see his 
daughter Julie looking intently at Jenks, who paid no attention 
to her as the stable boy led Olga toward the chute for the start. 

‘‘There’s nothing the matter, Julie. I was giving Jenks 
his orders. Come.’’ And, Bamford and his daughter walked 
toward the grand stand. 

‘But there is something the matter, pop!’’ 

‘*I was telling Jenks what I want. That mare has speed, 
but I want to keep her under cover and make a killing at the 
next meeting. She is to run this race just to show.’’ 

‘But suppose she wins?”’ 

‘‘If I know Jenks, when I tell him to just let that mare show, 
Jenks knows his business, doesn’t he?’’ 

**But, father’’—— 

‘‘There are no buts in this case. Besides, Jenks is too am- 
bitious. What do you suppose he asked me last night?’’ 

Julie turned white. She knew more about the track, 
stables, horses and jockeys than Bamford did. ‘‘What did 
Jenks ask you?’’ 

‘*Why, the fool thinks he can marry you—the daughter of a 
man with millions!’’ P 

“You didn’t always have so much money, pop.’’ 


Conrsolattion 


Cup 


Bamford turned to look at her. ‘‘Are you a fool, too?’’ 

The bell rang. ‘‘They’re off!’ was the cry. The race was 
on, and Bamford was alive to it. Jenks had no immediate in- 
terest for him except as a jockey. 

The sport of kings sometimes embarrasses even monarchs 
who have entries. Invariably it plays the deuce with the hoi 
polloi. It is easier to back favorites than to pick winners. 
Yet, with all its hard lessons and chicanery, the race track 
gives place now and then to sentiment. Jockeys have married 
into such learned profession as that of the stage, and they have 
been known to entertain the nobility of both sexes abroad. 

‘‘The fool is leading!’’ said Bamford to Julie, under his 
breath, as cries went up from stand and field, ‘‘Olga wins!’’ 

Three of the five furlongs had been run, and Olga was in 
the lead. A short race is hot, and the jockeys on the five 
horses speeding for the Consolation Cup were all plying whips. 

Jenks was ahead, but he was being pressed hard. Spurs 
flecked the foam on Olga’s flanks with blood. 

‘‘Bugler wins!’’ was the cry now, as a powerful black geld- 
ing lapped Olga and seemed to be gaining with every leap. 
The stand was in a roar, and down the chutes near the finish a 
yelling mob ran. 

Jenks whipped harder and spurred deeper. Bamford grasped 
Julie’s arm and dragged her down the aisle in his excitement. 
He was blocked by a mad crowd as he sought to gain the field 
in front of the stand. 

“‘Olga! Olga!’’ was the cry, as the mare swept past, half a 
length in the lead. 

Fifty to one had been the odds against Olga to win. 

As Bamford, raging inwardly, forced his way to meet Jenks 
on his return stableward, Julie kept at his side. 

**T’ll pay him for this!’ growled Bamford, careful to hide 
his anger. ‘‘And you, Julie—you seem glad he won!’’ 

‘*Jenks obeyed orders, pop.’’ 

‘“Whose orders?’’ 

‘‘Mine.”’ 

‘*To win?’’ 

‘‘Yes. It he had obeyed yours, it would have come out. 
You know what might have happened. He’s an honest jockey. 
Besides, Jenks and I can now do as we please.”’ 

‘*Jenks and you!’’ 

‘*Yes. He had money on, and I win a hundred thousand.’’ 

—J. A. Waldron 











Sugar and Sawdust, and then Some 


SCIENCE has discovered a way of con- 
verting sawdust into sugar. This 
comes as agreeable news to us. 

Our father was a firm believer in saw- 
dust. He would engage a large, strong 
man to haul three cords of wood into our 
backyard and throw it off the wagon; 
then he would send this large, strong man 
away and tell us to take the crosscut saw 





“CALLING HIS ATTENTION TO THE MUDCAT” 


and sever each of the sticks into three 
pieces. Then he would go on about his 
business, and we would hope that the 
matter had passed out of his mind. A 
little bit of sawing wood would go a long 
way with us. We could take one look at 
the saw hanging in the woodshed and have 
enough sawing to last us until the fol- 
lowing season. Once, after we thought 
the matter had passed out of father’s 
mind, we took our fishpole and repaired 
to the creek, where we spent a few pleas- 
ant and profitable hours. 

When we returned, we found father 
sitting on the back porch, and we noticed 
a long, hickory sprout beside him. He 
was looking in the direction of the un- 
sawed wood, and we surmised at once 
that there was some connection between 
the hickory sprout and the unsawed wood. 
Coming up, we spoke a pleasant word to 
him, calling his attention to the mudcat 
we had caught and to what long whiskers 
it had. Father did not gaze with the 
rapt attention at the long whiskers we 
had just called to his attention that we 
hoped he would display. Instead, he 
arose and fixed a hand firmly in the collar 
of our shirt. This seemed strange to us, 
as, when we had our back turned toward 
him, we were in no position to continue 
the conversation about the mudcat. How- 
ever, it soon developed that he had no 
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interest whatever in the mudcat. We 
stood with our back to father for several 
minutes, thinking first about one thing, 
then another, but mostly about how hale 
and hearty he was for a man of his age. 
When he removed his hand from our col- 
lar and we turned to face him, there was 
perspiration on his brow. We did not 
say anything about it, however... We felt 
sure that it would soon occur to him to 
remove it. 

After father had gone into 
the house to rest, we repaired 
to the woodyard and began 
piling up potential sugar. It 
was a welcome change from 
what had been attracting our 
attention for the last few min- 
utes. Creating sawdust was 
much sweeter to us than con- 
versing with father about a 
mudcat that had neglected its 
toilet for the greater part of 
the season. We knew then that the saw- 
dust was sweet, but we didn’t know at 
the time that it contained sugar. 


How To Act before a Cow 


PLAINFIEL sD, N. J., is going to teach 
the art of afthing cows in the course 
at the public school. 

This page thinks this is a good move. 
We remember once we went to visit some 
country cousins who could afford a cow of 
their own. Wethought we would do them 
a good turn by. hurrying out 
and milking for them and come 
in to them bearing a pail of 
frothy richness. With a bucket 
under one arm and a one-legged 
stool under the other, we ap- 
proached the cow on the sub- 
ject. She was contentedly go- 
ing over the herbs she had 
gathered in her wanderings dur- 
ing the afternoon, with a sweet 
look of peace and contentment. 

We felt an instant liking for her and 
rested our hand lovingly on her broad 
hips. Then we made other social ad- 
vances by patting her glossy stomach. 
However, one thing was wrong; we had 
come up on the left side of the patient 
cow, when she was accustomed to famil- 
iarity only on her dexter side. We 
stroked one of her most rearward ribs a 
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moment, to show her that we meant no 
harm, then squatted down on the one- 
legged stool. 

The patient creature turned an eager 
face to see if we had any regard for the 
bounds of conventionality, and a look of 
hurt surprise came into her large eyes. 
Still we thought nothing of the matter 
and put our knees under her abdomen and 
our head in her flank and reached for the 
milk. We planted an ear tight against 
her robust flank and closed our fingers on 
the source of supply. With that, the 
look of surprise in her eyes gave way to 
a sterner look. We looked back into her 
eyes and smiled confidingly, to assure her 
that all was well. From the short time 
we had known her, we liked her very 
much. We felt that in time we would 
become fast friends. 

But for some reason or other she did 
not reciprocate. She was accustomed to 
entertaining on herrightside. Suspicion 
smoldered in her eyes. We felt some- 
thing move inside her flanks, like mus- 
cles knotting, and the next thing we re- 
member is lying in the spare room of our 
cousin’s house and hearing an old gentle- 
man with a black medical bag and side 
whiskers snap his hunter case, after tak- 
ing his fingers off our wrist, and say 
something about eggnog six times a day. 

We earnestly entreat the professor of 
the Plainfield school to put the cow in the 
curriculum, but to be sure not to let any 





“THE PATIENT CREATURE TURNED AN EAGER FACE” 


of his students approach her on the side 
where she isn’t expecting company. It 
is best to let the creature have her own 
way in such a matter. With your ear in 
a cow’s flank, you are in no position to 


argue. 


Strange how a vacation usually creates 
a@ vacuum in one’s pocket-book. 
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JUDGE'S MOTION PICTURES 
















































































“I can, 
the foot of the class. 
wife of an apostle.’’ 


school 


” 





«« NOW, children,’’ said the Sunday- 
teacher to 
class, ‘‘can any of you tell me what an 
epistle is?’’ 


the juvenile 


answered a little fellow at 
**An epistle is the 


Robby—I think I like you better than 
any of the other fellows that come to see 


sister. 


Perey—I’m pleased to hear it, Robby. 


Why do you like me the best? 


Robby —Because sis always lets me stay 


around and hear what you say. 
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Answered Food for Reflection Defining His Intellect 


‘ «[S BLITHERS a smart chap?’’ 


‘*Well, he’s the kind of fellow that 
would plant a piece of dogwood and ex- 


pect to raise a litter of puppies.”’ 


That silver lining does not look so bright 





if your mining stock drops to 23. 




















Suffra 


VERY pleasant to learn that the Presi- 
dent’s daughter Jessie won ‘‘her’’ 
fight in the Delaware Legislature for a 
ten-hour workday for women! How 
many hours has it been legal to work 
them in that little borough, whose legisla- 
tive body has just overwhelmingly de- 
feated a bill for woman suffrage and 
voted against the direct election of 
United States Senators? 
oO 

During inauguration week in Washing- 
ton, Indian Chief Lockeji took all the 
squaws in hia band to the anti-suffrage 
headquarters and had them put their X 
mark in the register. The male Indians, 
having had the ballot forced on them by 
the government, are determined to save 
their consorts a similar fate. 


The North Carolina Legislature voted 
down a woman-suffrage bill, but it re- 
moved women from the position of 
chattels by giving them control over 
their earnings and the right to sue for 
damages in case of personal injuries, 
One step at a time. First admit that 
women have souls; then teach them the 
alphabet; the rest follows. 


The high cost of living is said to be 
largely due to the modern woman’s per- 
nicious habit of buying food in small 
quantities. Yes; when she goes to mar- 
ket she should send to her modern flat a 
barrel of flour, half a barrel of sugar, a 
firkin of butter, several bushels of pota- 
toes, turnips and onions, a sack of coffee, 
and canned goods of all kinds by the 
dozen. This may create some complica- 
tions with the dumb waiter and dispossess 
the family to make room for the food, 
but the experiment is worth making. 


They managed things better at that 
second suffrage parade in Washington. 
To be sure, there were only 530 in line; 
but there was an escort of a policeman 
to every one and two-thirds woman, and 
it was as much as a man’s life was worth 
to step off the curb. The women felt 
just like an inaugural procession. 


A candidate for mayor in a Colorado 
town hears of a woman who can’t leave 
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By IDA HUSTED HARPER 


her baby to go to the polls, rushes to her 
house and holds it, while she hies to the 
ballot box; doesn’t drop it or damage it 
in any way, and is elected by one vote! 
Question forever settled as to who will 
care for baby when mother goes to vote. 
The candidates, who have been kissing 
babies all these years, to get the moth- 
ers’ indirect influence. 


New York papers are making a good 
deal of fun of the men chosen as judges 


Snapshots 
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EVERY STEP BUT THE LAST ONE 


of the suffrage hat-trimming contest. 
Why shouldn’t they be, when men mil- 
liners are a conspicuous feature in that 
city? The only funny thing about it was 
that they served without pay. 


When a few progressive women of 
Persia appeared on the streets without 
veils, their husbands and fathers were 
allowed to drive them back with the lash 
of the whip. In more civilized countries 
it is the lash of the tongue. The harem 
and the veil for woman! Woman’s place 
is at home! 





Dr. Talcott Williams, head of the new 
School of Journalism in Columbia Uni- 
versity, complains because the women 
students won’t specialize on the Woman’s 
Page. ‘‘This important part of a news- 
paper has great possibilities,’’ he says, 
“‘but seldom are they fulfilled.’’ True, 
alas! too true; but these girl students 
understand that any work they might do 
along this line in the future would have 
to conform to a masculine editor’s ideas, 
and there is nothing he really knows so 

little about as what women want to find 

on the Woman’s Page. 

Deputy Joseph Reinach, of the French 
chamber, would give the suffrage to 
women as the only solution of the tem- 
perance question; and former Premier 
Clemenceau would deny it, because they 
would use it to restore the Catholic 
Church to power. Does it ever occur to 
men to consider this subject from the 
point of abstract justice and equity? 

[ 

‘*When we realize the wealth of un- 
thanked tenderness that women forever 
shower over the aching places of the 
world, it will be time enough to accord 
their sex the vote,’’ chirps the Manches- 
ter Courier; and Votes for Women, quot- 
ing it, heads the quotation: ‘‘Woman 
as a Poultice!’’ 

Julia Marlowe telegraphed wishes for 
success to the Michigan women. When 
Maude Adams wants to express con- 
tempt, she says, ‘‘ You talk like an anti- 
suffragist!’’ Practically all of the lead- 
ing actresses in this country and Great 
Britain are for the suffrage. They 

speak from the standpoint of working 
women who know the world. 


The English suffragettes seem to be 
mixed on their spelling and are showing 
their indignation against the males by 
attacking the mails. 

0 

Those councilmen in Hunnewell, Kan., 
who got smart with Mayor Ella Wilson 
and defied her authority, have been ousted 
from office by the Supreme Court and as- 
sessed costs of $400 each. Space forbids 
a transcript of their remarks. 
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WITH FOREIGN FUNMAKERS 








In Doubt? 


“ Du hast also Deinem Briutigam erklirt, dasz Du 
nichts mitbekommst ?”’ 

“ Gewiss !"’ 

“ Was hat er denn dazu gesagt 7” 

“Er hat geschworen, dasz ihm das gleichgiiltig ist." 

** Und wie verhilt er sich seitdem 7?" 

“Ich weiss nicht—er ist nimmer gekommen.” 

**Then you have explained to your fiance 
that you will bring no dowry?’’ 

“*Certainly.’’ 

**What did he say to that?’’ 

**He swore that it was a matter of in- 
difference to him.’’ 

‘**And how has he conducted himself 
since then?’’ 

‘*I don’t know. He has never come 
back.’’—Fliegende Blaetter (Munich). 





The Age of Luxury 


What we are coming to—Employing a 
performing dog to amuse your dog.— 
Punch (London). 














The Professor Unbends 


“Das Vergntigen am Tanze finden wir auch bei 
den unkultiviertesten Vilkern. Ich selbst riskiere 
manchkmal auch noch recht gern ein Tiinzchen!” 

**We find that even the worst uncivil- 
ized races take pleasure in dancing—I 
myeelf at times still gladly take a little 
turn! ’’—Meggendorfer Blaetter (Munich). 





The Heavy Attack 


“Wenn sie nun so klein wiir’ wie ich, und ich so 
grost wie sie, und wenn statt Sonnenschein Regen 
wiir’ und sie statt dem grossen Hut keinen Schirm 
~~ dann wusst’ ich gleich, wie ich sie anreden 
sollt’!’’ 


“‘If she only were as small as I am, 
and I as tall as she is, and if, instead of 
sunshine, it were raining, and she had no 
umbrella instead of her large hat, then I 
would soon know how to address her.’’— 
Lustige Blaetter (Berlin). 
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Disconcerting 
Model—It’s a horrid shame! You 
know as well as I do that my figure isn’t 
so sinfully distorted as that! 
Impressionist—Ah, my child, when will 
you understand that it is your soul that I 
paint, and not your figure?— Bystander 


(London). 


memens eeeterer® 











“Hein! quand je vous disais que c’etait un regime 
merveilleux? Vous n’etes plus le meme homme, 
maintenant! ”’ 

“Vous serez bien aimable d’envoyer votre note a 
l'autre.” 

**Well, didn’t I tell you that we had 
here a marvelous treatment? You are 
not the same man any more!’’ 

‘‘Then be kind enough to send your bill 
to the other.’’---Le Rire (Paris). 














«The Woman Behind the Graft” 


[it is alleged by many that men rush into reckless expenditures 
to gratify the vanity of modern women. ] 


H, SAY, 
Is it woman’s way 

To push a man to the wall for means 
To meet her gross extravagances; 
To call on him 
To meet each whim, 
No matter what his circumstances? 
And, say, 
Is it woman’s way 
To urge him on to reckless waste 
To gratify her sense of pleasure 
In foolish things 
That money brings 
To selfishness and vicious leisure? 
And, say, 
Is it woman’s way 
To let her love of worldly show 
Destroy her finer senses, 
And make her cry, 
**Oh, I come high! 
Drop out or pay expenses’’? 
Say, 
Is that woman’s way 


To-day? —W. J. Lampton. 


As Others Hear Us 


LACING the family phonograph on the 
library table, Mrs. Ravenyelp said 
to her husband, 

**T have an odd record here, Henry, and 
I want to see if you can guess what it is.’’ 

When a weird succession of sounds be- 
gan to come from the horn of the instru- 
ment, Ravenyelp knitted his brow and 
tried to identify them. 

“It’s a buzz saw plowing through a 
knot,’’ he ventured. 

‘‘Guess again,’’ said Mrs. Ravenyelp. 

‘*A slide trombone in full cry.’’ 

“‘Hardly.”’ 

**Cat concert?’’ 

‘*Nope.’’ 

‘‘Hoot owl with its toes in a trap.”’ 

Smiling grimly, Mrs. Ravenyelp shook 
her head in the negative. 

“Give it up,’’ finally said Ravenyelp; 
“but as one last guess I’ll say that it 
sounds very much like a siren whistle with 
the pip.”’ 

“I will agree that it is as bad as all 
you have named,’’ Mrs. Ravenyelp re- 
marked, ‘‘and I hope it will save a lot of 
argument in the future.’’ 

“But what is it?’’ insisted Ravenyelp. 

**It’s a record I made in your bedroom 
the other night,’’ replied Mrs. Ravenyelp, 
“to prove to you that you really do snore 
in your sleep and to let you know just 


how awful it sounds.’’ —Charles A. 


Wheels Within Wheels 


Mrs. Crawford—I was so glad to find 
her out when I called! 

Mrs. Crabshaw—I knew you didn’t like 
each other, so I told her when you were 
going to call. 


Leedy. 


Just Think of It 


Think of the endless litigation which 
will probably be started when the meek 
inherit the earth. 
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The Fag-Free ‘*Fans’? Wear B. V. D. 


oot and comfortable despite the grueling heat, the fag-free 
wear Loose Fitting, 
Drawers, or Union Suits. Why don’t you put 


This Red Woven Label 
MADE FOR THE 











BEST RETAIL TRADE 
(Trade Mark Reg. U. 8. Pat. Off. and 


Foreign Countries. ) 





Insist that your dealer sells you 
only underwear with the B. V. D. 
label. 


B.V.D. Coat Cut Undershirts and 
Knee Length Drawers, 50¢., 75t., 
$7.00 and $1.50 the Garment. 
B. V. D. Union Suits ( Pat. U.S.A., 
4-30-07.) $1.00, $1.50, $2.00, 
$3.00 and $5.00 the Suit. 


New York. 
London Selling Agency: 
66 ALDERMANBURY, E. C. 


. ‘ AA. As 


Be gh ie 


**fans’’ 


in the foreground 
Light Woven B. V. D. Coat Cut Undershirts and Knee Length 
on B. V. D. 


D. get a good look at the adel, On every B. V. D. Undergarment is sewed 


and 























A Modern Twentieth Century Hotel 


HOTEL IMPERIAL 


Broadway at Sist and 32d Streets, New York City 


OR convenience of location—one block from Pennsylvania Station, 


within six 


minutes of new Grand Central Terminal, convenient to the 32d Street Station 
of the Hudson River Tubes (just across the street), also to the new Shopping 


district and Theatres 


For excellence of cuisine and efficient yet unobtrusive service 
For refined, comfortable and luxurious surroundings 


For its atmosphere of hospitality and the desire of its management to cater to the comfort of its guests 
In short — For a hotel charging moderate rates, yet offering the utmost in service and comfort, Hotel 


Imperial cannot be excelled. 


RATES: Rooms with use of bath, $2.00 and up. 
ROBERT STAFFORD, Proprietor 


Rooms with connecting private bath, $2.50 and up 
COPELAND TOWNSEND, wae 5 





In answering advertisements please mention JUDGE. It will be appreciated. 








“cool off”? 















The latest idea 
in watch cases. 
Superbly beauti- 
ful. Your own 








































el design, (many 
colors to choose 
from) inlaid in 
the superb gold 
strata case. The 
newest thing — 
just conceived 
and offered di- 
rect to you. 


Read 
Below 


ial Offer 











Our Spec 


You may get the superb Burlington Special 
at the ross. tr ty stows price © same price 


even jeweler must pay. You 
may phy a 1; these superb timepieces—a 
watch of the very latest model, the popular new, 
thin design, adjusted to the second, positions, 
temperature and isochronism—19 jewels—at the 
rock-bottom price—the same price even 


wholesaler must pay. 

Your Choice of Scores of Cases 
Open face or an beh cases, ladies’ or men's 
sizes. These can be had in the newest ideas: 
Block and Ribbon M: ms, Diamond Set, 
qedse. Fes 4 aane agon Designs, Inlay 


$2. oye aA Month ai at the Rock-Bottom Price 

$2.50 a month for this superb timepiece! 9 

The easiest payments at rock-bottom price. To 

assure us that everybody will quickly accept this 

introductory direct offer, we allow cash or easy 
payments, as you prefer. 

We ship the watch 


Sent on Approval Wo ship the watch 


eeeeeaere You risk nothing —absolutely 
@ nothing—you pay nothing—not 
@ one cent, unless you want the 
% offer after seeing and thor- 


oughly inspecting the 
Book Coupon 











watch. 


; 
Burlington * Write for FREE Catalog 


Watch Company @ Send for the free book. It will 
19th St. and Marshall Bivd. @ tell the inside facts about watch 


wrices, and explains the many 
Dept. 247X CHICAGO % VSapester points of the Kurling- 
Please send me, without ob- e ton over, double _.~ ~~ 
ligation and prepaid, yourfree @ —— alow me ae 
book on watches, including % I . ° 
your enamel monogram cases - 
ith full explanation of your 
each or $2.50 a month offer on the *, Burlington Watch 
19-jewel, thin model Burlington 
Watch, *, Company 
% 19th L pueet, and 
, Marshal 
Name a * nalmaed 
a @ Dept. 247X 
ddress...... sesepecocsusncosococcosocccsessesesessessess 
% CHICAGO 
SEES 





HOTEL ALBERT 


11TH STREET AND UNIVERSITY PLACE 
One Block West of Broadway 


NEW YORK CITY 


Close to Wholesale and Retail Dry Goods 
Districts, Railroad and Steamship Lines 


MODERN ABSOLUTELY FIREPROOF 


300 Rooms (200 with Bath) 
RATES $1.00 PER DAY UP 


Excellent Restaurant and Cafe 
Moderate Prices 


Send for free illustrated Guide and Map of New York City 





















Just Out! 


“Inlay Enamel” Monograms 


monogram in| 
handsome enam- | 





Opie Confessed 


WHILE the lyceum platform has no 
monopoly of the bete noir business, 
it has its full tale of them. 

One of the worst dreaded of them is 
being called to the home of some enter- 
prising citizen who has a daughter af- 
flicted with recititis. 

**Bob’’ Burdette recently told me a 
story that Opie Read had told him, about 
Opie’s experience in trying to sidestep an 
ordeal of this nature in an Illinois town. 

Opie had finished his evening’s story 
telling, when a citizen approached him, 
complimented him, and added, 

**Mr. Read, we have a daughter who, I 
think, is very talented in the elocutionary 
line. I wish you would come to our house 
to- -morrow morning, about nine, and hear 
her.’ 

Opie had agonizing previsions of ‘‘Cur- 
few Shall Not’’ and other things, includ- 
ing ‘‘Lasca,’’ so he said, 

**I’m mighty sorry, but I have to leave 
to-night for the West.’’ 

‘*But there’s no train.’’ 

**Yes, there’s the twelve-fifty-four.”’ 

‘*But it goes East.’’ 

‘Did I say West? I meant East.”’ 

**But it is a freight, you know.”’ 

**I have permission to ride it. I must 
get it, to make my next date.”’ 

‘But it is a fast freight and doesn’t 
stop here.’ 

‘‘Ordinarily, no. But I have permis- 
sion from the superintendent. He noti- 
fied the local agent, and it is to stop.”’ 

‘*Well—that’s funny! I’m the agent.”’ 

Opie looked at the man a moment in 
utter defeat, then said, 

‘*There’s just one more thing I can say, 
and that is I’m the biggest liar in Illi- 
nois. Where is your house?’’ 


—Strickland Gillilan. 


No “Stimmylants” for Jim 


**I think, madam,”’’ said the profession- 
ally polite young doctor to the wife of his 
first patient in the backwoods of a de- 
cidedly non-prohibition State, ‘‘I think 
that your husband needs a good stimulant 
of some sort, and I will leave for him 
some’’—— 

**No, sir!’’ she said, with marked deci- 
sion. ‘‘ You ain’t a-goin’ to leave Jim no 
stimmylants like ki-nine or tinksher of 
iron nor that malt stuff some folks takes 
nowadays without knowin’ what it’ll do 
to their systems! Me an’ Jim is both 
down on all stimmylants. I’m goin’ to 
fix him up a quart or so 0’ good rye 
whiskey to take first thing in the morn- 
in’, an’ I'll stir him up a good, strong 
whiskey eggnog at noon, and let him 
have a steamin’ hot brandy punch along 
in the middle o’ the afternoon, an’ give 
him a glass 0’ wild grape wine at night; 
but as for stimmylants, he ain’t goin’ to 


take none of ’em, long as I can help it.’’ 
Z. D. 


Luck and persistence are convertible 
terms. 


Im answering advertisements please mention JUDGE. It will be appreciated. 














STEND 


ATLANTIC CITY, N. J. 
“Where the Surf Sings You to to Sleep” 


Right at Chelsea’s Fashionable Bathing Beach. Here 
you find rest in abundance. The ocean rolls and surges 
right up to—and under the hotel piazza, its music is 
grand and soothing. Distinctly, the Ostend has the 
finest location on the Beach. Within easy walking 
distance and roller chair ride to the center of life and 
gaiety for which Atlantic City is famous. 

The Hotel is equipped with everything necessary for 
human comfort and caters to the best patronage. 

All baths, private and public, have hot and cold run. 
ning, fresh and sea water. When the temperature is 
highest and cities hot and grimy the Ostend is the cool- 
est and most comfortable hotel in Atlantic City. Rooms 
large, airy, and 95 per cent. of them overlook the ocean, 
Special rates to single men. 


Rates are reasonable 
Write for booklet and reservation 


DAVID P. RAHTER, Proprietor and Manager 
HOTEL OSTEND, ATLANTIC CITY, N. J. 








Wouldn’ t You Like—~ 


Adirondacks 


this very minute? 


fe 





~~ 








Make up your mind to give yourself that 
needed rest. Pack your bag. Take one 
of the convenient, comfortable trains of 


The Delaware & Hudson 


Leaving from Grand Central Station. 
Come to any one of the hundreds of hospitable resorts in 
the mountains, or along the lovely shores of Lake George 
and Lake Champlain. Rest—play—get back to your old 
snap and vim, and keenness for things. 

But before you go, dip into the delightful pages of 
“A Summer Paradise,” a 384-page illustrated book that 
tells you all sorts of things about where to stay and what 
it costs. Sent upon receipt of 6 cents postage. 

A. A. HEARD, G. P. A., Albany, N. Y. 
N. Y. City Information Bureau, 1354 B’way 


THE DELAWARE & HUDSON LINES 

















Pears 


Economy isa watchword 
of the thrifty. 

That’s one reason so 
many prosperous people 
use Pears’ Soap. There's 
no waste about it. It wears 
out, of course. 


On sale everywhere 
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Passing the Mustard 


Opportunity Embraced—Boy—Mr. Law, 
ean I get off this afternoon? My grand- 
father is dead. 

Mr. Law—I don’t see how, with your 
small salary, you can afford to go to see 
so many ball games. 

Boy—That’s right! I can’t, either. I 
ought to have more salary.—New York 
Globe. 


Expected the Usual Trouble—St. Peter— 
I can’t let you in until I know something 
about you. 

New arrival—I don’t want to come in; 
I just wanted to ask you if you had any 
trouble with ticket speculators.—Town 
Topics. 


Seeing and Believing—‘‘Do you believe 
in ghosts?’’ 

‘*No, suh,’’ replied Mr. Erastus Pink- 
ley. ‘‘I takes special care not to believe 
in ’em, ’cause I understands dat seein’ is 
believin’, an’ I doesn’ want to see none.’’ 
— Washington Star. 


Slow Pay-——‘‘Biffers is the slowest pay 
in town.”’ 

“‘Is he?”’ 

“Yep. If he owed a man an apology, 
he’d pay it by installments.’’—Cleveland 
Plain Dealer. 


Why They Were There— Weary guest— 
My goodness, is that woman going to talk 
all night? 

Tired wife—Sh-h! Do you suppose she 
invited us here just to show us the pic- 
tures on the wali?—Detroit Free Press. 


As Usual——‘‘ How do you like this chow- 
der, Mr. Starboarder?’’ asked the land- 
lady. 

“It is cold, but not clammy,”’ replied 
Mr. Starboarder.— Philadelphia Record. 


” 


Letting Him Out—‘‘ Would you marry a 
man who has the reputation of being not 
more than half-witted?’’ 

*‘No; but I’ll be a sister to you.’’— 
Houston Post. 


Caught—‘‘Do you know anything about 
flirting ?’’ 

“‘No,’’ he replied sadly. ‘‘I thought 
I did, but when I tried it the girl married 
me.’’— Boston Globe. 


Preliminary—‘‘ Why this hush, this elab- 
orate tiptoeing about?’’ 

“S-sh! Mother is getting ready to ask 
father for a little extra money.’’—Pitts- 
burgh Post, 


A Dead Shot—‘‘I never saw a girl that 
could hit anything she threw at.’’ 

_““Well, you never saw my girl throw a 
hint.’’ —Indianapolis Star. 


Just as many win by hesitating as them 
as loses.—St. Louis Republic. 
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That Made Milwaukee Famous 






































































Y¥' 


All you have to do is to ask for Schlitz in 
Brown Bottles. 








| 


Sunlight grows hops, but spoils the beer. 


“Beer acted upon by light soon takes up 
the very disagreeable, so-called ‘light 
taste,’ and also a repulsive, skunk-like odor,” 


says no less an authority than the Wahl-Henius Institute 
of Fermentology, the scientific authorities on the sub- (fF 
ject. ‘‘Beer so affected,’’ they say, ‘‘is offensive to the 
palate of most consumers.”’ 








Light starts decay even in pure beer. Dark glass gives the best 
protection against light. The Brown Bottle protects Schlitz purity 
from the brewery to your glass. 


Why don’t you, too, drink Schlitz? More and more 
people every year are demanding it. 


We started in a hut. Today our agencies dot the earth. 
Our output exceeds a million barrels a year. 












See that crown or 
cork is branded 
*“Schistz.”? 
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Beer 



















The Wh»hittier Inn 


Sea Gate, New York Harbor 
An Ideal Hotel Home for Summer—mny Nene 








In answering advertisements please mention JUDGE. It will be appreciated. 


The Inn is situated in a private park | Entire cottages (including Hotel Service) 
maintained by the local cottagecommunity. | may be leased for the season. 
Rooms with private bath and porch. A clean, broad beach with ample bathing fa- 
Rooms are available in nearby cottages cilities. Tennis, baseball, rowing and sailing. 
to those who prefer them, service and priv- Private boat service to and from New York 
ileges of the Inn being the same. City. Also frequent train service to Brooklyn. 
A Delightful Place— Just 45 Minutes by Private Boat from New York 
Telephone Rates and Booklet Upon Application Garage 



















and are handicapped 
by lack of confidence, 
or any of the thousand 
and one things that 
mar successful speaking, 
send for information about 
this new mail course. 
Grenville Kleiser, (for- 
mer Yale Instructor) can 
teach you by mail 


How to Speak 
in Public 


How to Sell Goods— Make Political Speeches 
—Address Board Meetings—Deliver After- 
Dinner Speeches--Propose Toasts--Converse 
and Tell Stories Entertainingly, etc., etc. 


“T have had courses at Exeter, at Harvard, and have 
tried other correspondence courses, but I have never 
had anything fromwhich I have derived so much 
real, all-round physical, mental, and moral help as 
lam getting from your course.”—John J. ul- 
lowney, M.D., Germantown, Pa. 
“Your course in Public Speaking is simply 
splendid. Any man with moderate brain power 
and fair education, by giving due heed to 
your instructions, should not fall to be- 
~ome an effective speaker on all occa- 
sions.”--G. O. Meldrum, Whitby, Ont. 


Send a post-card to-day for infor- 
mation. No agent wlll call. 

Funk & Wagnalls Company 
Dept. 805 New York - 






































































With The. College Wits 


Who Is This Man? 
There was once a co-ed named Esther, 
So pretty, all fellows would pesther; 
And we know the misther 
Who fussther and kissther— 
Result: We have rusther in Jesther. 
—Columbia Jester. 


Cause and Effect 
There once was a lady from Me., 
Who developed a most severe pe. 
The charge of the Dr. 
Most certainly shr. 
In fact, she was driven inse. 
—Dartmouth Jack o’ Lantern. 


The Pelican 
Oh, a wonderful bird is the pelican! 
His beak will hold more than his belican. 
He can hold in his beak 
Enough for a week— 
I don’t understand how the helican. 
—Pennsylvania Punch Bowl. 





HOTEL GRENOBLE 


OPPOSITE CARNEGIE HALL 
56th Street and 7th Avenue 
NEW YORK CITY 

OCATED within two blocks of beautiful Central 

Park and in the city’s most refined residential 

district, this exclusive family and transient hotel 
offers more in real living and comfort than many hotels 
whose accommodations are much more expensive. 
There is no more ideal stopping place for ladies travel- 
ing alone. 


Room with Use or Bath, | Room with Private Batu, 
$1 per day and up. | $1.50 per day and up. 
APARTMENTS of PARLOR, BEDROOM and PRIVATE Batu, | 









$3 per day and up. 
GEO. W. O'HARE, Mer. 











Ruptured People— | 
Get This On 60 Days’ Trial 


You know you can’t possibly tell anything about a truss or 
anything else for rupture merely by trying it on, for a truss | 
or so-called “appliance’’ may seem alright at first and after- 
ward prove utterly worthless. 

But here is something you can try sixty days—just as a test 
—without having to risk a single cent. 






Away With Leg-Strap and 
Spring Trusses 
So far as we know. our guaranteed 
rupture holder is the only thing of any 
kind for rupture that you can get on 
60 days’ trial—the only thing we know 
of good enough to stand such a long 
and thorough test. It’s the famous 
Cluthe Automatic Massaging Truss— 
made on an absolutely new principle Dd 
—has 18 patented features. Self-adjusting. Does away with 
the misery of wearing belts, leg-straps and springs. Guar- 
anteed to hold at all times—including when you are work- 
ing, taking a bath, etc. Has relieved in case after case 
thac seemed hopeless. 








Write for Free Reok of Advice —Cloth-bound, 104 pages Explains the 
dangers of operation. Shows just what's wrong with elastic and spring 
trusses, and why drugstores should no more be cllowed to fit trusses than to 
perform operations. Exposes the humbuogs—shows how old-fashioned worth 
less trusses are sold under false and misleading names. Tells all about the 
eare and attention we give you. Endorsements from over 5000 people, in 
clading physicians Write to-day—find out how you can prove every word 
we say by making a © day test without risking a penny 





Box 126—Cluthe Co., 125 E. 23rd St., New York City 











Jealousy? 
Enid—I think that Mr. Mutt is the 
nicest dancer. He is so easy on his feet. 
Mirtyl—-Humph! He may be easy on 
his feet, but he was hard on mine.— 
Dartmouth Jack o’ Lantern. 


$ Diplomacy—Reggie—My ward! wot 
an ugly gell! 

Aloysius—Sh! That’s old Van Wealth’s 
daughter. 

Reggie—Weally? Bah Jove, she has a 
corking figure !—Dartmouth Jack o’ Lan- 
tern. 


Too Soon, Maybe—Pill—Are you mar- 
ried? 

Poster—Yep. 

Bill— Anything running about the 
house? 

Poster—Only a fence.—Stanford Cha- 
parral. 


His Affection—PBride—If you really love 
me so much, what would you do if I fell 
into the water? 

Happy bridegroom—Why—er—I would 
lay out a gigantic sum to have the lake 
dragged.— Yale Record. 


Wondering 
My old friend, Johnny, the fireman, 
He tells such rippin’ lies, 
It makes me wonder if Johnny’Il be 
A fireman when he dies. 
—Cornell Widow. 
Wine Jelly when flavored with Abbott’s Bitters is 
made more delightful and healthful. Sample of bit- 
ters by mail, 25cts.in stamps. C. W. Abbott & Co., 
Baltimore, Md. 
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G-R-E-A-T 
Scholarship Offer 


At this time we offer 5 ou 
a Tuition Credit Valu at 

100.00, Absolutely Without Charge, 

t entitles you to a complete three years’ 
Course in our big law school—Lecvures, 
Faculty Talks, Examinations and the 

rivileges of our Consulting Service, 
Daly espence for Text and postage. Offer 
is limited—Harry—write immediately 
for full particulars. 


Superior Advantages 
“a Our School” 


Ten years successful experience teachi 
law by correspondence—large and dieting ulead 
Faculty—Course prepares you to pass the subjects 
pag A. 
card, Columbia and other big Law Schools. — 
We Furnish a Magnificent Law 
Library With Every Scholarship 
Original cost $50,000—12_ volumes—covers 
all subjects of law d d by Bench and Bar. 
Write Today 32 ive caniir and 
I particulars of GREAT SCH >LARSHIP OFFER 
ryt eean ,. urr) 
mited—send IMMEDIATELY. ss 
AMERICAN CORRESPONDENCE 
SCHOOL OF LAW 
(Largest Law School for Home Study tn the World) 


Dept 247X Manhattan Bidg. Chicago, lil, ‘ 


SEND FOR BicFREE 4 
LAW SCHOOLBOOK 







































































































































BE AN ARTIST 


MAKE MONEY 


Drawing comic pictures. Let the world’s 
famous cartoonist, “ZIM” spill a few ideas 
into your head. Get the Zim Book—it's 
chuck full of valuable suggestions. Price 
$1.00, postpaid. Bound in 3-4 Morocco. 
Satisfaction guaranteed. Money back if 
book is returned within 10 days. Address 


ZIM BOOK 
1149 Brunswick Building New York 
























1,000 Island House 


ALEXANDRIA BAY 
Jefferson County New York 







IN THE HEART OF THE 
THOUSAND ISLANDS 







where nature's charms are rarest, all the 

delights of modern civilization are added 
in the 1,000 Island House. No hotel of the 
Metropolis provides greater living facilities or 
such luxurious comfort— real HOME comfort 
—as does this palatial Summer retreat. An 
amusement for every hour, or quiet, complete 
rest, is the choice of every guest. 


All Drinking Water Used 
in the House is Filtered 
Send two 2-cent stamps for Illustrated Booklet. 


0. G. STAPLES, Proprietor 


WILLIAM H. WARBURTON, Mgr. 


T the most enchanting spot in all America, 
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Your Daughter and Your Duty! 


LESLIE’S is about to break a lifelong rule. 


It has never, under its present manage- 


ment, published a story in serial form; now it is about to do so beginning June 26th 


Our two million readers will realize that only extraordinary reasons could have brought this 
about. They will understand those reasons when they begin to read the first instalment of 


FOR THE SAKE OF HER SOUL 


By Reginald Wright Kauffman 


Author of ‘‘ The House of Bondage,’’ “‘ Running Sands,’’ etc. 


We want to talk to you about 

this powerful work. In 1910, ‘‘The 
House of Bondage’’ almost blinded 
the nation by its terrific lightning- 
flash. Living among the White 
Slaves of whom he wrote, and mak- 
ing many firm friendships in that 
world, Mr. Kauffman worked with 
genuine art and burning sincerity. 
The result was a sensation such as 
no novel had, for a generation, 
created. Educators, clergymen, 
literary-critics, sociologists and 
physicians acclaimed this ‘‘The 
Uncle Tom’s Cabin of White Slav- 
ery.”” Through translations, it is 
having a similar success in Ger- 
many, France, Norway, Switzer- 
land, Belgium, Sweden and Aus- 
tria. 

Almost immediately after the 
publication of ‘‘The House of Bond- 
age,’’ LesLig’s resolved on what 
then seemed a perilous course for 
any magazine: it undertook to put 
fearlessly before the public what 
President Hyde of Bowdoin College 
soon came to call the ‘‘moral issue 
of the oncoming generation.’’ With- 
out fear or favor, and against the ad- 
vice of many well-meaning friends, 
we secured and gave to our readers the 
hideous facts of the White Slave Traffic, 
which we proceeded to prove to be a men- 
ace to YOU—+to every home in the coun- 
try, however protected. With Mr. Kauff- 
man’s series of true and typical stories, 
**The Girl That Goes Wrong,’’ as our chief 
feature, LESLIE’s became the first maga- 
zine, and Mr. Kauffman the first novelist, 
to attack the Modern Moloch. We sounded 
the danger-signal for the nation. 

We say without hesitation that, great 
as was the good done by Mr. Kauffman’s 
previous work, this new novel will do a 
greater good, because it not only shows 
how girls fall, but how they may rise 


or avoid falling. Strong, realistic, dra- 
matic, compelling, ‘‘For the Sake of Her 
Soul’’ is at once a triumph of literature 
and morals. 

Some of Mr. Kauffman’s few critics 
have complained that he does not gener- 
ally take enough account of the influence 
of religion upon character: this novel is 
one of the sincerest tributes to the power 
of the religious instinct that has ever been 
penned. 

Other critics have said that, though 
perhaps the strongest novelist that Amer- 
ica has produced, so far as sheer force 
and power go, Mr. Kauffman is too brutal ; 
yet this novel, while showing even greater 
power than ‘‘The House of Bondage,’’ 





draws full half of its appeal from the 
moving sympathy and tenderness 
that, in every line, its author shows 
with the heart of its central char- 
acter. 

That character, the character of 
the girl Joe Meggs, both a delicate 
and strong creation, is one that has 
come into literature to stay. A girl 
of The People—not born of the very 
poor, nor yet the very rich-—-she is 
the sort of girl that, save for unes- 
sential details, your own daughter 
is; the sort your own wife, sister, 
sweetheart is, in whatever stratum 
of American life you may chance to 
be. Precisely for that reason, in 
Joe the tempted and tried, finally 
triumphant through what she calls 
her ‘‘own will to be good,’’ Mr. 
Kauffman, showing life’s pitfalls 
and one way to avoid them, has given 
us what is among the most tender 
and firm, fine and beautiful figures 
in modern fiction. 

Read the story yourself and you 
willagree. It will begin in Lesuin’s 
for June 26th and run for ten suc- 
cessive issues. If you read one 
chapter you will read all. 

As Rebecca West, the great Eng- 
lish critic, has said of him: ‘Mr. 
Kauffman’s fingers are delicate, but 
strong.’’ He is the master of saying all 
that is true without saying anything that 
is unclean. In this novel there will be 
nothing to hurt the honest sensibilities of 
girl or woman; there will be every- 
thing that every girl and woman 
ought toknow. Without offense, 
but without fear, he tells, by 4 
an unhesitating pen, ‘“‘the P 
truth, the whole truth and 


/ 
/ 


nothing but the truth,’’ 7 Lesuer's 
and he does this be- WEEKLY 
cause he and we o58 PD Sve 
are convinced that Enclosed pl 
find $1.00 for which 


The Time Has Come When the Truth Must Be Told 


If you are a young girl, it is your duty to read ‘‘FOR THE SAKE OF HER SOUL”’ in order that you 
may know the perils that beset your own soul. 


If you are a young man, it is your duty to read this veracious yet thrilling story in order that you 
may realize your responsibilities toward womankind. 


If you are a Father or Mother, it is above all your duty to read this compelling series of rev- 


elations in fiction-form, because nothing else can so bring home to you the knowledge of what you 
should do tomake menof your sons, the knowledge of what you must do to save your daughters. 7 


Send $1.00 for a subscription to cover the 10 weeks’ period during which this most startling serial will be printed 


FILL OUT THE COUPON AND MAIL IT TODAY 


LESLIE’S WEEKLY, 225 Fifth Avenue, New York 


> send me the 10 con- 
secutive issues of 
Ry LESLIE'S WEEKLY con- 
° taining “‘For the Sake of 
Her Soul,’’ by 
Wright Kauffman, the first 
TA instalment of which will ap- 
pear in the issue of June 26th. 
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-] Tink of pis 
lemen «2¢ (jenerations 


Down through the years, for more 
than a century, has lived the name 
and fame of 
Old Overholt Rye 
“Same for 100 Years” 


Mellow and of full, rich body—it 
has a flavor and fragrance all its 
own, The preferred whiskey of 
gentlemen for over a century. 


Al Sem. Agedin chened 
MS ee 
A. OVERHOLT & CO, 
Pittsburgh, Pa. 











A Happy Marriage 


Depends largely on a knowl- 
edge of the whole truth about 
self and sex and their relation to 
life and health. This knowledge 
does not come intelligently of it- 
self, nor correctly from ordi- 
nary everyday sources. 


SEXOLOGY 


(I ustrated) 
By William H. Walling, A. M., M. D., imparts in a clear whole- 
some way, in one volume: 
Knowledge a Young Man Should Have. 
Knowledge a Young Husband Should Have. 
Knowledge a Father Should Have. 
Knowled ea Father Should Impart to His Son. 
Medical Rnowledee e Husband Should Have. 
Knowledge a Young Woman Should Have. 
Knowledge a Young Wife Should Have. 
Knowledge a Mother Should Have. 
Knowledge a Mother Should Impart to Her Daughter. 
Medical aout ea Wife Should Have. 
All in One Volume. Illustrated, $2 postpaid 


Write for “Other People’s Opinions,”’ and Table of Contents 








PURITAN PUB. CO., 79 Perry Bidg., Phila. Pa. 
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Best grade cedar canoe for* 20 


Detroit canoes can’t sink 


All canoes cedar and copper fastened, We make all 
sizes and styles, also power canoes. Write for free catalog, 
iving prices with retailer's profit cut out. We are 
fhe largest manufacturers of canoes in the worl 
DETROIT BOAT CO., 4 Bellevue Ave., Detroit, Mich, 





af Gem 
FULL OF FIRE AND BRILLIANCY 
The most remarkable scientific discovery of the 
age; a dazzling. scintillating gem. Parisian Gems 
have the fiery beauty of genuine diamonds; will 
cut glass and retain their brilliancy: guaranteed 
for 20 years. Set only in genuine solid gold 14k 
mountings. Sent on Approval; See Them Hefore 
Paying. Write for Iliustrated Price List 


PARISIAN GEM CO., Dept. 5, 621 Broadway, New York 


ROMEIKE’ Press Cutting Bureau 


willsend you all newspaper clippings 

which may appear about you, your 
friends, or any subject on which you may want to be “up 
to date.” Every newspaper and periodical of importance 
in the United States and Europe is searched. Terms, 
$5.00 for 100 notices. HeNRY ROMEIKE, 106-110 Seventh 
Avenue, New York. 
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Stories 


Old Stuff 

If I go to see the play, 

Of the story I am certain; 
Promptly it gets under way 

With the lifting of the curtain. 
Builded all that’s said and done 

On the ancient recipe— 
’Tis the same old Two in One: 

A and B in love with C. 


If I read the latest book, 
There’s the mossy situation; 
One may confidently look 
For the trite triangulation. 
Old as time, but ever new, 
Seemingly this tale of Three— 
Same old yarn of One ard Two: 
A and C in love with B. 


If I cast my eyes around, 

Far and near and middle distance, 
Still the formula is found 

In our every-day existence. 
Everywhere I look I see— 

Fact or fiction, life or play— 
Still the little game of Three: 

B and C in love with A. 


While the ancient law fulfills, 
Myriad moons shall wane and wax. 
Jack must have his pair of Jills, 
Jill must have her pair of Jacks. 
—Chicago Tribune. 


Nothing Serious—Clarence H. Mackay, 
apropos of an international marriage of 
the purely mercenary sort, said, 

‘*This reminds me of a Duluth girl who 
wedded a marquis. 

***Alphonse,’ the girl asked one even- 
ing, ‘why have you been so strange and 
cold of late?’ 

**The marquis scowled and said, 

***Didn’t you tell me last week that 
your father was failing?’ 

** “Yes—physically failing,’ she replied. 

***Oh!’ said the marquis, and his look 
brightened. He heaved a sigh of relief. 
‘Oh,’ said he, ‘that’s all right, then! I 
thought it was something serious.’ ’’— 
St. Louis Globe-Democrat. 


Everybody Happy—-A wealthy young 
woman from out West was recently 
wedded to a member of the nobility of 
England, and the ceremony occurred in 
the most fashionable of London churches 
—St. George’s, Hanover Square. 

Among the guests was a cousin of the 
bride, as sturdy an American as can be 
imagined. He gave an interesting sum- 
mary of the wedding when asked by a 
friend whether the marriage was a happy 
one. 

‘‘Happy? I should say it was!’’ said 
the cousin. ‘‘The bride was happy, the 
mother was overjoyed, Lord Stickleigh, 
the groom, was in ecstasies, and his cred- 
itors, I understand, were in a state of 
absolute bliss.’’—Lippincott’s Magazine. 


Needless Alarm—An old German farmer 
entered the office of a wholesale druggist 
one morning and addressed the proprietor. 

‘*Mister Becker, I haf der schmall 

ox?’ —— 

**Merciful heavens, Mr. Jacobs,’’ ex- 
claimed Becker, as the office force scram- 
bled over each other in their hurry to get 
out, ‘‘don’t come any nearer!’’ 





With Smiles 


**Vot’s der madder mit you fellers, 
anyhow?’’ quietly replied Jacobs. “J 
say I haf der schmall pox of butter out in 
mine wagon vot der Mrs. Becker ortered 
las’ week alreaty.’’— National Food Maga. 
zine. 


Why She Wouldn’t Pay—‘‘You’l! have 
to pay for that little boy,’’ said the con- 
ductor on a Michigan Central train the 
other day. 

**I guess not,”’ said the lady firmly. 

**Have you never had to buy a ticket 
for him?’’ 

**No, I have not, and I will not begin 
now.’”” 

**You will have to pay his fare this 
time.’’ 

**No, I shall not pay his fare. That 
is settled, Mr. Conductor.’’ 

‘*If you don’t pay his fare I cannot let 
him occupy a seat. I will stop the train 
and put him off.”’ 

**Stop the train and put him off if you 
like. He’s not my little boy. I never 
saw him before.’’—Detroit News. 


What a Hen Is Worth—The hen can’t 
plow, hoe corn or split wood, but she gets 
there just the same. She doesn’t cost 
more than a drink of whiskey and a plug 
of tobacco, but she can earn eight per 
cent. interest on $25 in a year and pay 
her board besides. The fellow who doesn’t 
think she can earn more money than a 
grocery-store loafer doesn’t know much 
about her. 

Take an old speckled hen that has no 
raising at all, one which has been thrown 
out of a corn crib, kicked off a porch, and 
chased out of the garden by a worthless 
pup; just take that sort of a hen. She 
will pay expenses and make fifty-two per 
cent. a year, and that is more than can be 
said about a lot of cracker-barrel states- 
men in this country, who will not stoop 
to do anything short of running the gov- 
ernment.—Downs (Kan.) News. 


Sounded Familiar—Fred C. Kelly, the 
humorist, visited his old home in Ohio not 
long ago. While there he chartered a 
hack and drove around to see if the town 
had changed. The driver was a negro 
who had played with Mr. Kelly when both 
were children. 

‘*And who lives there?’’ asked Mr. 
Kelly, pointing to a small blue house. 

‘‘Dass where my sister and brother-in- 
law live, suh,’’ said his driver. ‘‘ Yass, 
suh, Mandy she marry a mighty fine man.” 

Mr. Kelly thought he should exhibit 
interest. 

‘Maybe I know him,”’ said he. ‘‘ What's 
his name?’’ 

The driver scratched his head. 

‘‘Now,”’ said he, ‘‘’pears like I heered 
that nigger’s name somewhere !’’—Pitts- 
burgh Chronicle-Telegraph. 


Why He Bought It—A grocer was guilty 
of some rather sharp practice on a CUus- 
tomer, and the latter stamped out of the 
store, roaring, 

‘“*You’re a swindler, and I’ll never en- 
ter your doors again!’’ 

Next day, though, he came back and 
bought five pounds of sugar. y 

‘‘Dear me,”’ said the grocer, smiling 
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(c) LESLIE-JUDGE CO. 


THE SPRING CHICKEN 
In color, 9x 12 
Double Mounted on Heavy 
Brown Mat |! x 14 


The Spring Chicken 


A picture we are 
proud to crow about 


James Montgomery Flagg has drawn 
many beautiful girls, but none more 
attractive than the one shown above. 
On the beach at Atlantic City 
she would be a big attraction— 
you'd take a second look at her your- 
self. Why not get her picture and 
frame it for your den or living room? 


Just send 25c and say, “Send me 
‘The Spring Chicken’ and she'll 


be sent to you by return mail. 


The JUDGE Art Print Catalog, 
containing 62 reproductions in mini- 
ature, beautifully printed in sepia on 
India tint paper, will be sent to you 
for 10c. It shows many pictures 
which will appeal to you. 


Leslie- Judge Co. 


225 Fifth Avenue New York 





in a forgiving way, ‘‘I thought you were 
never going to enter my doors again!’’ 

‘Well, I didn’t mean to,’’ said the cus- 
tomer, ‘‘but yours is the only shop in the 
place where I can get what Iwant. Iam 
going to pot some bulbs and I need sand.”’ 
— Exchange. 


Enough Said—Mrs. Cooke had a new 
servant, and, after the first cake she 
baked, the mistress went to the kitchen. 

‘‘Delia,’’ said Mrs. Cooke, ‘‘your cake 
was very good, but there were not enough 
nuts in it. When you make another, 
please remember I like plenty of nuts in 
the cake.’’ 

‘Well, mum,”’ replied the girl, ‘‘the 
reason I didn’t put more in was because 
I couldn’t crack any more to-day.  In- 
deed, mum, an’ my jaw hurts yet from 
them I did crack !’’—Lippincott’s. 


Discrimination—Two lawyers before a 
probate judge recently got into a wrangle. 
At last one of the disputants, losing con- 
trol over his emotions, exclaimed to his 
opponent, 

‘*Sir, you are, I think, the biggest fool 
that I ever had the misfortune to set eyes 
upon!’’ 

‘“‘Order! Order!’’ said the judge 
gravely. ‘‘You seem to forget that I am 
in the room.’’—Mack’s National Monthly. 


Homespun Homilies 

Gabe Toots sez: 

There ain’t noboddy that gets as much 
free advertising as a leading citizen. 

There ain’t no more hopefuller feeling 
in young folks than that which springs 
up as hammock time comes around again. 

The feller what knows it all has the hard- 
est time trying to tell it to someboddy. 

If you train your ear to it, most of the 
noise going on is Bright Prospects bust- 
ing a tire or something. 

When you come to think of it, most of 
the loud arguments is among the fellers 
at the bottom of the ladder. 

The sure-enough real folks is real folks 
whether they ain’t got nuthin’ or are being 
annoyed by the investigatin’ committee. 

Love at first sight is the sort that fiz- 
zles out when it takes a second look. 

There ain’t a backyard that ain’t full 
of children with lickings comin’ to ’em 
that they ain’t never goin’ to get. 

According to the figgers handy, once in 
200,000 times the new brother-in-law 
was brother’s candidate. 

What’s become of them old days when 
sisters used to quarrel about who was 
going to fill the parlor lamp? 

The feller I always feel like voting for, 
if I could get him to run, is the one whose 
kids all run out of the house to meet him 
on the sidewalk when he comes home from 
work of evenings. 

No matter where you live, you’ve allus 
got a sneaking idea you can get rich by 
moving on to some other place. 

About the most puzzling thing to me, 
when I sizes up all the parents, is how 
young folks turn out as good as they do. 

Girls as ain’t ‘‘chickens’’ seldom knows 
any boy friends as use the word in just 
this this way. —St. Louis Republic. 
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¥ HOTEL 
EARLINGTON 


27th Street, West of Broadway 
NEW YORK 


EUROPEAN PLAN 


@ A Step from Broadway. 

@ Absolutely Fireproof. 

@ Quiet as a Village at Night. 

@ Your Comfort Our Aim Always. 


Parlor, Bedroom and Bath, front of house, 
one person, $2.50; two people, $3.50. Why 
pay more when our service. is equalled only 
by the best? 

SINGLE ROOMS, $1.00 


E. W. WARFIELD, a 


HOTEL ARLINGTON 


18-20 WEST 25th STREET 
Just off Broadway and Madison Square 
NEW YORK 
Twelve-story fireproof building—handsomely furnished 
ern in all respects. In the centre of the 
shopping and theatrical sections, Booklet. 


RATES, $1.00 PER DAY UP 
E. W. AUSTIN, Mer. V. A. AUSTIN, Prop. 


ALLEN’S 
FOOT-EASE 


The Antiseptic powder shaken into the shoes 
—The Standard Remedy for the feet 
i774 for a quarter century. 30,000 testimonials. 
Trade-Mark. Sold everywhere, 25c. Sample FREE. 
= ay Alles + Olmsted, Ly Roy, N.Y. 
The Man who EEs in FEET. 


Manager ] 























Learn Cartooning 
Illustrating, and Draw- 
ing. Anyone who can 
learn to write can learn 
to draw. 
Write for catalogue C. 


INTERNATIONAL SCHOOL OF DRAWING, WASHINGTON, BD. ¢. 


VARICOSE VEINS, BAD LEGS 


are promptly relieved with inexpensive we am. 
It absolutely removes the pain, swelling, tiredness and 
disease. Full particulars on receipt of stamp. 


W. F. Young, P.D. F., 115 Temple St., Springfield, Mass. 


| HOTEL ST. DENIS 


Broadway and IIth Street, New York City 
Home Comforts Without Extravagance 








This famous hotel has been renovated, redecorated, refurnished, 
and many modern, up to date appointments have been installed, 
and can be compared favorably with any in the city. 

The only first-class hotel near all steamship lines 


Within easy access of every point of interest, Half block from 
Wanamaker’s. Five minutes’ walk of Shopping District. 
NOTED FOR—Excellence of cuisine, comfortable appointments, 
courteous service and homelike surroundings. 


The very best accommodations in the city at 


$1.00 Per Day Up 


7 Minutes from Grand Central Depot 
10 Minutes to leading stores and theatres 


ST. DENIS HOTEL CO. 
Also STANWIX HALL HOTEL, ALBANY, N. Y. 
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the tissue-building 
“vital” 








